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SYNOPSIS.

Mtae Patricia llnlhrook and Mlas Helen
IlnlhrnoK, her nli-c- wore ntrut?l tn
th cr of Iaiirnr TJonnvan. a writer,

ummarlng near Port Annnndnlo. Ml
l'lrllB onnilcil to Ionovnn thnt aha
fenred her brother Henry, who. ruined by
a bank failure, had constantly threatened
Iter for money from hie father'a will, of
which Mlea I'atrtrla waa miarillan. They
cent to I'ort Annandale to eecape Hanry.
Itonovan aympathlaed with the two
women. Ho learned of Mia Helen's an-
noying suitor.

CHAPTER III- - Continued.
"Drop on of the canoe Into the

water," I said; and I watched the
prowling boatman while IJIma crept
tack to the boat house. The canon
wai launched silently and the boy
drove It out to me with a few light

trokes. I took the paddle, and we
crept close along the shore toward
the St Agatha light, my eyes Intent
on the boat, which waa now drawing
tn to the school pier. The prowler
was feeling bis way carefully, as

. though the region was unfamiliar; but
lie now landed at the pier and tied his
boat I bung back In the shadows
until he had disappeared up the bank,
then paddled to the pier, told IJIma to

and set off through the wood-tat- b

toward 8t Agatha's.
Where the wood gave way to tne

broad lawn that stretched up to the
school buildings I caught sight of my
quarry. Me was a young follow, not
abovo average height, but compactly
built, and stood with his hands thrust
boyishly In his pockets, gating about
with frank Interest In his surround-
ings. Ho was bareheaded and coat-les-

and his shirt-sleeve- s were rolled
to the elbow. He walked slowly
Along the edge of the wood, looking
off toward the school buildings, and
while bis manner was furtive there
was, too, an air of unconcern about
Tilm and I beard him whistling softly
to himself.

He now withdrew Into the wood
and started off with the apparent In-

tention of gaining a view of St. Aga
tha's from the front, and I followed
He seemed barmloss enough; he
might be a curious pilgrim from the

ummcr resort; but I was just now
the guardian of St. Agatha's and I In'
tended to learn the stranger's busl
tiess before I had done with him. He
reached the driveway loading In from
the Annandale road without having
disclosed any purpose other than that
of viewing the vine-cla- d walls with a
tourist's Idle Interest The situation
bad begun to bore me, when the

chool gardener came running out of
the shrubbery, and Instantly the
young man took to his beels.

"Stop! Stop!" yelled the gardener.
The mysterious young man plunged

Into the wood and waa off like the
wind. ,

"After him, Andy! After him!" I
yelled to the Scotchman.

I shouted my own name to reassure
blm and we both went thumping
through the beeches. Whoever the
young gentleman wss, he had no In-

tention of being caught; be darted In
and out among the trees with astound-
ing lightness, and I saw In a moment
that he was slowly turning away to
the right

"Run tor the gate!" I called to tho
gardener, who was about 20 feet away
from me, blowing hard. I prepared to
gain on the turn If the young fellow
Iasbed for the lake; and be now led

tne a pretty chase through the flower
garden. He ran with bead up and el-

bows close at his sides, and bis light
boat shoes made scarcely any sound.
He turned once and looked back and,
finding that I was alone, began
amusing himself with feints and
dodges, for no other purpose, I
fancied, than to perplex or wind me.
By this time I had grown pretty
angry, for a foot race In a school gar-
den struck me with disgust as a child-
ish enterprise, and I bent with now
spirit and drovo him away from his
giddy circling about the summer
bouse and beyond the only gate by
which he could regain the wood and
meadow that lay between the garden
and his boat. He turnod bis bead
from side to side uneasily, slackening
fats pace to study the bounds of the
garden, and I felt myself gaining.

Ahead of us lay a white plckot fence
that set off the vegetable garden and
(narked the lawful bounds of the
school. There was no gate and I felt
that here the chase must end, and I
rejoiced to find myself so near the
runner that I heard the quick, soft
patter of his shoes on the walk. In
a moment I was quite sure that I
should have blm by the collnr, and I
bad every intention of dealing severe-
ly with blm for the hard chase be bad
given me.

But be kept on, the white line of
fence clearly outlined beyond bim;
and then when my band was almost
upon him be rose at the fence, as
though sprung from the earth Itself,

nd hung a moment sheer above the
eharp line of the fence pickets, his
whole figure held almost horizontal, In
the fashion of trained high-jumper-

for what seemed an infinite time, as
though by soma witchery of the moon-
light

I plunged into the fence with a
force that knocked the wind out of
me, and as I clung panting to the
picket the runner dropped with a

' tnto the midst of a glass vege-suo- e

oa the farther side. U
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Held Up His Hands

turned bis head, grinned at me sheep
ishly through tho pickets, and gave
a kick that set the alaas to tinkling.
Then he held up his hands In slg5 of
surrender and I saw that they were
cut and bleeding. We were both badly
blown, and while we regained our
wind we stared at each other. He
was the first to speak.

"Kicked, bit or stung!" be mut-
tered, dolefully; "that saddest of all
words, 'stung!' It's as clear as moon
light that I'm badly mussed, not to
say cut"

"May I trouble you not to kick out
any more of that glassT The gardener
will be here In a minute and fish you
out."

"Lawsy, what Is It? An aquarium,
that you fish for me?"

He chuckled softly, but sat per-
fectly quiet, finding, It seemed, a cer-
tain humor in his situation. The
gardener came running and swore in
broad Scots at the destruction of the
frame. We got over the fence and re-

leased our captive, who talked to him-
self In doleful undertones as we
hauled him to bis feet amid a renewed
clink of glass.

"Gently, gentlemen; behold the
night-bloomin- cereus! Not all the
court-plaste- r In the universe can glue
me together again." He gazed rue-
fully at his slashed arms, and rubbed
his legs. "The next time I seek the
garden at dewy eve I'll wear my tin
suit."

"There won't be any next time for
you. What did you run for?"

"Trying to lower my record It's a
mania with me. And as one good
qunBtlon deserves another, may 1 ask
why you didn't tell me there waa a
glass-work- s beyond that fence? It
wasn't sportsmanlike to hide a mur-
derous hazard like that. Dut I cleared
those pickets with a yard to spare,
and broke my record."

"You broke about seven yards of
glass," I replied. "It may sober you
to know that you are under arrest.
The watchman here has a constable's
license."

"He also has hair that suggests the
common garden or boiled carrot The
tint Is not to my liking; yet it is
not for me to be captious where the
Lord has hardened his heart."

"What is your name?" I demanded.
"Gillespie. It. Cillesplo. The 'R' will

Indicate to you tho depth of my hu-
mility; I make It a life work to bide
the fact that I was baptized Regi-
nald."

"I've beon expecting you, Mr. Gilles-
pie, and now I want you to come over
to my house and give an account of
yourself. I wU take charge of this
man, Andy. I promise that he shan't
sot foot here again. And, Andy, you
need mention this affair to no one."

"Very good, sir."
He touched bis hat respectfully.
"I have business with this person.

Say nothing to the ladles at St. Aga-
tha's about him."

He saluted and departed; and with
Gillespie walking beside me I started
for the boat-landin-

He had wrapped a handkerchief
about one arm and I gave him my
own for the other. His right arm wus
bleeding freoly below the elbow and
I tied It up for him.

"That Jump deserved better luck,"
I volunteered, as he accepted my aid
In silence.

"I'm proud to have you like It. Will
you kindly tell me who the devil you
art"

a C3
In Sign of Surrender.

"My name Is Donovan."
"I don't wholly care for It," he ob

served, mournfully. "Think it over
and see If you can't do better. I'm
not sure that I'm going to grow fond
of you. What's your business with
me, anyhow?"

"My business, Mr. Gillespie, Is to
see that you leave this lake by the
first and fastest train."

"Is It possible?" he drawled, mock-
ingly.

"More thnn that." I replied In his
own key; "it Is decidedly probnble."

"Moanwhllo, It would bo diverting
to know where you're taking me. I
thought the other chap was the con-
stable."

"I'm taking you to the house of a
friend where I'm visiting. I'm going
to row you in your boat. It's only a
short distance and when we get there
I shall have something to say to you."

He made no reply, but got into the
boat without ado. I turned over In my
mind the few Items of Information
that I had gained from Miss Pat and
her niece touching the young man
who was now my prisoner, and found
that I knew little enough about blm.
He was the unwelcome and annoying
suitor of Miss Helen Holbrook, and
I bad caught him prowling about St.
Agatha's In a manner that waa Inde-
fensible.

He sat huddled In the stern, nursing
bis swathed arms on his knees and
whistling dolefully. The lake was a
broad pool of sHver. Save for tho
soft splash of IJIma's paddle behind
me and the slight wash of water on
the near shore, silence possessed the
world. Gillespie looked about with
some curiosity, but said nothlug, and
when I drove the boat to the Glenarm
landing he crawled out and followed
me through the wood without a word.

I flashed on the lights In the library
and after a short inspection of bis
wounds wo went to my room and
found sponges, plasters and ointments
In the family medicine chest and
cared for bis Injuries.

"There's no honor in tumbling into
a greenhouse, but sut-- Is It. Gilles-
pie's luck. My shins look like scarlet
fever, and without aound iegs a man's
better dead."

"Your legs seem to have got you
Into trouble; don't mourn the loss of
them!" And I twisted a bandage un-
der his left knee-ca-p where the glass
had cut savagely.

"It's my poor wits. If we must fix
the blame. It's an awful thing, sir, to
be born with weak Intellectuals. As
man's legs carry blm on orders from
bis head, there lies the seat of the
difficulty. A weak mind, obedient
legs, and there you go, plump tnto the
bosom of a blooming asparagus bed,
and the enemy lays violent bunds on
you. If you put any more of that
stingy pudding on that cut I shall
undoubtedly bit you, Mr. Donovan
Ah, thank you, thank you so much!"

As I finished with the vaseline he
lay back on the couch and sighed
deeply and I rose and sent Ijlraa away
with the basin and towels.

"Will you drink? There are 12 kinds
of whisky "

"My dear Mr. Donovan, the thought
of strong drink suddens me. Such
poor wits as mine are not helped by
alcoholic stimulants. I was drunk
once beautifully, niarvelously, nobly
(In ik, bo that autlquity cmo up to
t'vj with the thud of a motor car hit-
ting an orphan asylum; and I saw
Jull us Caesar driving a chariot up

Fifth avenue and Cromwell poised oa
one foot on tho shorter spire of St
Patrick's cathedral. Are you aware,
my dear sir, that one of those spires
la shorter than the other?"

"I certainly am not," I replied,
bluntly, wondering what species of
madman I had on my hands.

"It's a fact confided to me by a
prominent engineer of New York, who
baa studied those spires dally since
thoy were put up. He told me that
when he bad surrounded five high-
balls the north spire was higher; but
that the sixth tumblerful always
raised the south spire about 11 feet
above It. Now, wouldn't that doddle
you?"

"It would, Mr. Gillespie; but may I
ask you to cut out this rot "

"My dear Mr. Donovan, It's Indeli-
cate of you to speak of cutting any-
thing and me with my legs. Hut I'm
at your service. You have tended my
grievous wounds like a gentleman and
now do you wish me to unfold my
past, present and future?"

"I want you to get out of this and
be quick about It. Your biography
doesn't amuse me; I caught you
prowling disgracefully about St. Aga-
tha's. Two ladles are domiciled there
who came here to escape your annoy-
ing attentions. Those ladles were put
in my chargo by an old friend, and I
don't propose to stand any nouerx
from you, Mr. Gillespie. You seem
to be at least hnlt sane"

Reginald Gillespie raised himself on
the couch and grinned Joyously.

"Thank you thank you for that
word! That's Just twice as high as
anybody ever rated me before."

"I was trying to be generous," I
said. "There's a poln'. at which I be-
gin to be bored, and when that's
reached I'm likely to grow quarrel-
some. Aro thore any moments of the
day or night when you are less a fool
than others?"

"Well, Donovan, I've often specu-
lated about that, and my conclusion
is that my mind Is at its beat when
I'm asleep and enjoying a nightmare.
Then, I have sometimes thought, my
Intellectual parts are most Intelligent-
ly employed."

"I may well believe you," I declared
with asperity. "Now I hope I can
pound it Into you In some way that
your presence tn this neighborhood Is
offensive to me personally."

He stared at the celling, silent Im-
perturbable.

"And I'm going to give you safe coo-duc- t

through the lines or If neces-
sary I'll buy your ticket and start you
for New York. And if there's an atom
of honor In you, you'll go peaceably
and not publish the fact that you
know the whereabouts of these la-
dles."

He reflected gravely for a moment.
"I think," he said, "that on the

whole that's a fair proposition. But
you seem to have the Impression that
I wish to annoy these ladies."

"You don't for a moment Imagine
that you are likely to entertain them,
do you? You haven't got the Idea
that you are necessary to their happi-
ness, have you?"

He raised himself on bis elbow with
some difficulty; flinched as be tried to
make himself comfortable and began:

"The trouble with Miss Pat Is"
"There is no trouble with Miss Pat,"

I snapped.
"The trouble between Miss Pat and

me Is the same old trouble of the
buttons," be remarked, dolorously.

"lluttons, you Idiot?"
"Quite so. Buttons, just plain,

every-du- y buttons; buttons for button-
ing purposes."

The fellow was undoubtedly mad. I
looked about for a weapon; but he
went on gravely:

"What does the name Gillespie
mean? Of what Is It the sign and
symbol wherever man hides his
nakedness? Button, button, who'll
buy my buttons? It can't be possible
that you never heard of the Gillespie
buttons? Where have you lived, my
dear sir?"

"Will you please stop talking rot
and explain what you want here?" I
demanded, with growing heat.

"That, my dear sir, la exactly what
I'm doing. I'm a suitor for the hand
of Miss Patricia's niece. Miss Patricia
scorns me; she says I'm a mere child
of the Philistine rich and declines an
alliance without thanks. If you must
know the truth. And It's all on ac-
count of the fact, shumeful enough, 1

admit, that my father died and left nil
a large and prosperous button foe
tory."

"Why don't you give th infernal
thing away sell It out to a trust"

"Ah! ah!" and ho raised himself
again and pointed a bandaged band at
mo. "I see that you are a man of
penetration! You hare a keen notion
of business! You anticipate me! 1

did sell the infernal thing to a trust,
but there was no shaking ltl They
made me president of the combina-
tion, and I control more buttons than
any other living man! My dear sir. I
dictate the button pricos of the world.
I can tell you to a nicety how many
buttons are swallowed annually by
the babies of the unlverso. 'But I
hopp, sir, that I use my power wisely
and without oppressing the people,"

(TO BE CONTINUED J
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big city is facing, anil it is a most difficult one to
is no experienced detective in tho United thnt
recount scores of instances lads of ago have per-

petrated at the seemed tho work of sea--
. 1 Tl ' , ,

Y B"""1 i nnve cneonnrereti nny oi sucn eases

fciiJ and my experience with tho juvenile malefactor is that be is
often and harder to up thnn tho veteran. Ila

will fool you by his slippery methods and his cunning in making a quick
escape.

It is the truth to say that the indulgent and lenient treatment
of children by their own parents is chiefly responsible
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for the wrongdoing thnt converts the youngsters into
lawbreakers. Boys of this generation aro given far
more money than they should have to spend for their
pleasure. They get tho hnbit and
when sufficient cash is not aro ready to
steal, usually beginning by pilfering from their father

mother, as thnt seems a less sin than to take what
belongs to strangers.

I hnve reentetdly known bids 15 to steal
their mothers' jewelry and to go through their fathers'
clothing at night whilo bo slept. Many a mortified
parent, to save the honor bis family, has given it
out that his borne has been invaded by snenk thieves
rather than admit thnt a degenerate sou has enacted
the role a criminal.

Day q I silk
m ii
the

Xcw York ami Boston aro nlwmt tho
only places in tho United Slates where tho

hut is still in considerable evidence.
iv id in u.-i- jii uiuiiviii tin-- iui:t limb
tiny tho dignified plug hns passed,

flllff Ynf I although certnin gentlemen of the old
I ghooi ciin2 j0 t10 iof(V hendirenr of our

fathers. In many a town of good size out
west, as I know from personal experience,
not a dozen men in an entire community
enn lxmst the ownership of such nn article.

There are not over 100 men in tho
United States employed as silk hntters and
I do not think there ore more thnu hnlf a

dozen shop which manufacture them.
One reason for their decline is their unfitness for ordinary wear.
Under modern conditions they are out of place; for instance, in

street ears, elevators and the like institutions that didn't exist a genera-
tion ago.

Tho derby isn't half so imposing, but it is adapted to present-da- y

conditions and that is why it hns driven out tho "bee-gum- " hnt, especiully
in America.

In London there has been some waning of the tail hnt, but it is still
the only correct thing in the west end, where tho society folk move about.

In the east end the bankers and men, who onee thought
it indisjiensnble, have, to a grent degree, ubnndoned it, just as they have
over here.

Make
Modern
Mines
Safe

J.

World
Should
Rest
Peace

cxtravngance
forthcoming
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Coal mines should made as safe, in
my opinion, as our modern office buildings,
by the use steel construction and

concrete.
Had tho St. Paul mine had an elevator

shaft or several of them walled in with
concrete walls and iron stairs

lending from tho lowest level to the sur-

face of the earth and several elevators in
each shaft, in addition to several smaller
air shafts with concrete walls
having also iron stairs lending from tho
lowest level to tho top, then undoubtedly
all the men in the mine would have been

saved. And bad there been concrete pillars or posts of tho
same size as the wooden ones used which would probubly have cost but
littlo more than wooden ones there would have been small opportunity
for a fire.

I am not a miner or an engineer, but it seems to me thnt with tlie
proper number of air shafts and funs of sufficient power no black dump
or gases could nccumulatc in sufficient quantity to do nny injury.

And with several stairways and elevators for use in case of emer-
gency few men would lose their lives.

I hope tho laws compelling such construction of mini's will be
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If a comet reached a point where tho
attraction of tho planet overbalanced thnt
of the more distant sun it would be

from its path by the attraction, its
previous headway would cause it to shy
otr from the plnnet and it would immedi-
ately strike an orbit around the planet and
keep to it ever afterward.

But if such a power of attraction exists
the sun would have power to draw the
comet from hundreds of millions of miles
to only a few million miles from it.

But where is the power to rcju l the
comet again?

This contradicts the theories of attract ion.

The world should rest in peace.

There will be no collision between the comet nnd the earth or nny
other planet.

The man who believes in attraction denies the creation.
A good mechanic able to construct a machine will certainly be alia

In put it in good working order.
Attraction is only a belief, like ninny other things.
There is no positive proof.


